MY   AFRICAN   NEIGHBOURS

tent, with strange and almost uncanny intensity. After
looking thus for a while, down went the head again behind
the branch, to reappear, a few minutes later, in the same
cautious and furtive way.

Nothing in the camp had the slightest interest for the
trogon besides myself and my immediate setting. To the
native camp, which was some distance from his tree on
the other side, he never gave a single glance, being no doubt
perfectly well acquainted with natives and their ways. He
continued his mysterious visits for several days in succes-
sion; and then, having, I suppose, come to the conclusion
that he knew all about me that was worth knowing, he
disappeared.

Wild birds quickly learn to distinguish a friend. It has
often happened to me that, when I arrived in some locality,
and pitched my tent close to a low tree, within a couple of
days after my arrival sometimes one small bird, sometimes
more, arrived in the evening immediately after sunset, went
to rest in the foliage for the night, and then kept up the
habit for the whole duration of my stay, being confident
that, so long as they slept near me, no wild animal -would
dare disturb their slumber.

Once when I was lying ill with fever, down in a canon
off Lake Nyasa, a small blue kingfisher took his post on a
low branch, not two yards outside my tent, where I could
have hit him with a stick, and thence waged war on all
insects which came near and attempted to come inside to
madden me with their humming and buzzing. That king-
fisher remained at his self-elected post the whole time that
my illness lasted; and I have often thought that, had a Herr
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